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Goodbye to Romance 


Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction and no harm was intended towards the people in this story. 


Author's Note: As far as | know, no Ozzy/Randy fiction exists out there, so | couldn't help but write it. Yes, | 
might just be the weirdest person alive. l'm well aware. Mild slash written for the "change over time" challenge 


at the contrelamontre community on livejournal. 


Sellout. Washed up. That's it, you're just a great big bundle of all these compound terms that when blended 


Together and desensitized only mean one thing. 
You are out of fucking time, old man. 


Maybe Manson was right in what he said about Aerosmith. You know, that they used to be great but are 
nothing now without the drugs. Not that you're anything like the guys from Aerosmith. You didn't get thirty 
years with your best friend, did you? But all the same, it's awfully ironic. You lived it up with the booze and 


the drugs and you slowly killed yourself one day at a time, but you were fucking glorious. They were convinced 


you worshipped Satan but it rocketed your status as a god to even greater heights. And now that you're 
finally clean and in your right mind, they all think you're an old fool who can't eat, think, or shit without the aid 
of his wife. 


And maybe you are. After all, there you are, sweating it out in your black overcoat in front of the tombstone 
with your mouth halfway open and no sunglasses on your eyes to hide the bewildered expression in them. And 
she's latched onto your arm with her head on your shoulder, looking far less pathetic and much more 


attractive than you. 
That's certainly changed. 


Its just all so fucking ironic.not that you would've known irony in the early 80s had it smacked you in the 
head and kicked you in the balls. It just didn't come into play, so there was no need to even attempt to see it. 
The only thing you had to do was drag yourself out of bed every afternoon and put in just enough effort to 
give them a good show without collapsing by the end of it. And there had to be something to live for that 
would eventually clean up the great puddle of piss that life had become. Someday you'd get to the point where 
every smile you gave would be as genuine as Randy’s..you had to. The kid was so wrapped up in everything he 
loved.the people, the places, his playing. There had to be something. 
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Ozzy knocked three times on the hotel room door before turning the knob and pushing the door in tentatively. 
Randy always left the door unlocked for converience's sake if he wasn't sleeping even though Ozzy had sloppily 
lectured him time after time on the dangers of doing it. He stuck his head through the door first and looked 
around; no sign of life except for a little lamp still switched on and resting on the night stand and a beam of 
light coming from a crack in the bathroom door. He stepped into the room and shut the door behind him. 


"Randy?" he said quietly. "Randy, can | talk to you?" He looked around, puzzled at the lack of response. "You're 
either under the bed or in the bath, and I'm not afraid of bloody soapsuds," he called to the bathroom door. 


He walked towards the door and swung it open, then raised his hand to his mouth without thinking. "Fuck," he 
cursed under his breath as the scent of vodka and vomit wafted to his nostrils. He regained his composure 
within a few seconds and knelt down to lift an unconscious Randy from the floor and into his arms like a 
sleeping child. A trail of dry vomit remained on the side of his mouth as well red-brown blood that hadn't been 
wiped from beneath his nose. The guitarists eyes fluttered open as Ozzy carried him out of the bathroom and 


to the bed. 


"You're not pissed?" he asked weakly, startling Ozzy slightly. He wrapped one arm around the singer's shoulder 
for support as he was lain down gently onto the bed. 


"Are you serious? | came to apologize. You should be fucking furious with me." 


Randy looked up at him. "I told you | was leaving last night," he said, his words slurred slightly. 


"And | hit you." He shook his head wildly and sat down on the edge of the bed. "It must've been hard enough to 


tell me, | could've been a lot more supportive, | certainly owe it to you." 
Randy responded with silence. He closed his eyes and rubbed the palm of his hand over his face wearily before 
letting it drop again. Ozzy stood up and retreated to the bathroom and Randy opened his eyes in curiosity 


when he heard water running for a few seconds. Ozzy reemerged with a damp washcloth draped over one 


hand. He sat back down on the bed. 

"Come on, hold still and close your eyes, will you?" He said, lifting the washcloth. Randy raised his eyebrows at 
him before obliging, and Ozzy gently wiped his forehead before passing around the corners of his mouth. He 
tossed the rag behind him on the floor as Randy opened his eyes and made an effort to prop himself up in the 
bed. 


"You went in with an entire bottle?" Ozzy asked in slight disbelief, jerking with his thumb towards the 
bathroom. Randy smiled. 


"Can't outdrink you, Ozzy" 

"OF course you can't. Look at youl" 

Randy nodded once, the smile still hanging on his face. "Thanks, man" 
Ozzy cocked his head to the side. "For what?" 

"For a good run" 


Ozzy nodded and turned his head slightly, letting his eyes wander to the floor. "You are leaving me then" He 
looked back to Randy, whose shoulders slumped at his friend's words. 


Randy looked at him sadly for a few moments before speaking. "| miss my mom, | don't get to see my 
girlfriend, and |.| don't know where to go musically." He ran a hand through his disheveled hair as his damp 
eyes scanned Ozzy's face frantically. "| dunno what to do, Ozzy." 


Ozzy smiled at him sadly and put his arms around him. Randy buried his head in Ozzy's shirt and wrapped his 
arms around his hips, drawing him closer. "I'm gonna’ miss you," he mumbled, a few tears seeping into Ozzy's 


shirt. 


Ozzy licked his lips and shook his head. He lifted one hand and stroked Randy's hair. "You're a horrible drunk, 


you know that? You're awfully coherent." 


Randy shook in Ozzy's arm as he chuckled. "I'm inexperienced” 


"You'll have to teach Sharon how to take care of me when | get pissed." 


Randy's shoulders rose dramatically and then fell again as he sighed. "Don't hurt yourself, Ozzy. Please don't. 
Take care of yourself, okay?" 


Ozzy smiled faintly as his eyes started to water. "You too." He removed his hand from Randy's hair and wiped 
his eyes quickly, then kissed the top of the younger man's head before pushing him gently back against the 


pillows. 
"Go to sleep, all right?" he said, standing up. Randy nodded, his eyelids already heavy. Ozzy nodded back once. 
"| love you, Ozzy." 


‘Love you too. Get some rest" He began to walk towards the door then turned around again and gave a sad, 
thoughtful glance to Randy's figure sprawled out on the bed. The guitarist forced his eyes open and looked up 
at Ozzy. 


"What is it?" he asked. 
Ozzy shook his head. "Nothing. Doesn't matter. 


FE EE E FE E AE E E E AE E AE E WE E WE E WE E AE E E WE WE E E E E E E E E E W E E OE EE 


lrony's a bitch that just keeps coming back to bite you in the ass. Ironic that you did everything possible to 
destroy yourself and he never tried drugs and hardly ever drank.and yet you're standing here over twenty 
years later and he's a corpse. And that's the hardest bit of all, because somehow it puts the blame on you 
for the biggest tragedy you could've ever imagined. Ironic that the last time you were standing here, you 
didn't see the irony at all.the tears somehow blurred your thoughts as well as your vision At least he died 
before life ever gave him the chance to reach the point where you are now..people really only pitied him dying 
because there was nothing about him to pity in life. No matter how old and sad you get, he'll remain 
unchanged, just like his damn tombstone. That must count for something. 


